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Welcome to Time-Out



Hey! Over here!

Its me. Roscoe.

Welcome to the Official Roscoe Riley Time-out Corner.

Want to hang out with me?

I have to warn you, though. Were going to be here for a while.


See, I kinda got in some trouble today.

Again.

Kids have to follow so many rules!

Sometimes my brain forgets to remember them all.

Its not like I try to find ways to get in trouble. Its just that trouble has a way of finding me.

Truth is, Im just a normal, everyday kid like you.

My favorite food is blue M&Ms. My favorite sport is bed jumping. My favorite color is rainbow.

And my most not-favorite thing is lima beans.

See? Like I said. Just a normal, everyday kid.

A normal, everyday kid who sometimes gets into trouble.


Like today. I was just trying to help out my teacher.

How was I supposed to know you shouldnt glue people to chairs?

With Super-Mega-Gonzo Glue?

Youve done that, havent you?

Oh.

Never?

Oh.

Well, maybe you should hear the whole story.
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Something You Should Know Before We Get Started




Heres the thing about Super-Mega-Gonzo Glue.

When the label says permanent, they mean permanent.

As in FOREVER AND EVER.
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Something Else You Should Know Before We Get Started




You gotta trust me on this.

Super-Mega-Gonzo Glue is for gluing THINGS.

Not PEOPLE.

It is a way bad idea to glue THINGS to PEOPLE.

Thats just a for-instance.
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This Morning at My House




Youre probably wondering how I know so much about Super-Mega-Gonzo Glue.

Well, it all started this morning. I was helping my mom pack my lunch.

Banana? I asked her. With no icky brown spots on it?

Mom looked in my lunch box.


Check, she said.

Little fishy crackers?

Check.

Gigantic chocolate cupcake with tons of gooey frosting and those little sprinkle things?

Mom smiled her Im-getting-tired-of-this smile.

Sorry, she said. Were fresh out of gigantic chocolate cupcakes.

I sighed. It was worth a try.

Mom grabbed a comb off the kitchen counter. Hair time, buddy. You want to look extra handsome for the open house.

In the afternoon, all the parents were coming to visit our classroom.

Thats called an open house.

Even though its at school.

We were going to sing a song about bees. And have desserts and juice and milk.

I was especially excited about the dessert part.

My mom was bringing her banana-avocado-raisin cream pie.

I was not so excited about that.

My mom is a great mom.

But she is not a great cook.

You have to be extra nice to Ms. Diz, I said.

Ms. Diz is my first-grade teacher. She is brand-new.

She loves teaching my class. Even though we get a little crazy sometimes.

Ms. Diz says we are very high-spirited.

Of course well be nice, Mom said.

Cause this is her first time showing us off. And also cause the principal will be there.


I promise Dad and I will behave, Mom said.

And be sure to clap after we do our bee song, I added.

I promise, Mom said.

And no laughing, I added.

Why would we laugh, sweetheart?

Because yesterday when we practiced it was kind of a mess, I said. The head bobbles kept coming off.

Mom frowned and asked, Whats a head bobble?

You know. The ten knees on a bee head?

I put my hands on my head and wiggled my pointer fingers to show her.

Oh. Mom smiled. You mean the antennae.

Im lucky. Cause Im in the rhythm section. We pound with sticks to keep the beat. And we get bobbles too.

Thats a very important job. Mom kissed the top of my head. Dont worry. Im sure everything will go perfectly today.

Mom zipped up my lunch box. Okay, kiddo. Youre good to go.

Just then I remembered something.

Wait! I cried. There is one more really important thing! I was supposed to bring art supplies yesterday. For the art cupboard. Member? You said we would bring them cause its easier than being a room mother?

Oops. I almost forgot, said Mom. She grinned. Roscoe to the rescue!

My family likes to say that when I help out.


My dad came in and poured a cup of coffee.

He was wearing a business suit, a brown sock, and a bare foot.

Morning, he said. Roscoe, is your brother up yet?

Yep, I said. But I had to use my Roscoe Riley Sneak Attack to wake him. Would you like to try it sometime?

Im listening, Dad said.

He made one eyebrow go up.

Its a trick a lot of dads can do.

Well, first you knock real polite on Maxs door. Then he growls and tells you to come back next year.

And then? asked Dad.

Then you jump on his bed like its a trampoline. And you scream, RISE AND SHINE, YOU BUM! And if he still doesnt wake up, you squirt him with your juice box on his nose and toes.

[image: image]

I see, said Dad. Crude, but effective.

It is always nice when your dad is proud of you.

Mom, I said. What about the art stuff?


Mom was using the toaster for a mirror. I have bags under my eyes, she said.

I tugged on her sleeve.

Sometimes that helps moms focus.

Mom, I said. We need goo sticks and scissors and paper.

Glue sticks, Mom said. The art supplies are in the junk drawer. Would you get them, Roscoe? I need to see if Max is ready for school.

The junk drawer is one of my favorite off-limits places.

Its like a pirate treasure chest.

Only with no rubies.

I opened the drawer.

I looked inside.

Wow, I thought. This drawer is full of cool stuff!

And thats when all my trouble started.
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Dont-You-Dare Glue



The junk drawer always has wonderful things in it.

Keys. Puzzle pieces. Paper clips. The head from one of Hazels dolls.

I was playing brain surgeon the day that happened.

The patient died.

I pulled out the bag of art supplies.
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I added three purple rubber bands to the bag.

And a Slinky that wouldnt slink anymore.

And the doll head.

You never know when you might need an extra head.

And then I saw something else in the drawer.

A bottle of Super-Mega-Gonzo Glue.


The grown-up glue Mom calls dont-you-dare glue.

Super-Mega-Gonzo Glue is extra strong.

Dad used it when I broke my great-grandmas very old teacup.

And when I broke Moms very precious flower vase.

And when I broke Grandpas very ugly glass potato souvenir from Idaho.

Adults really should keep breakable stuff away from us kids.

Mom glanced into the family room. Max! Did you find your other shoe? The bus will be here in five minutes.

My big brother came into the kitchen.

He was armed with a juice box.

My shoe is on the roof, Max said. Then he squirted me with his straw.

At least it was apple juice. Thats my favorite.


Max! Mom cried.

He started this war, Max said.

My hairs all wet, I complained.

Maybe you should cut off your head, Max said.

Which was not all that helpful, really.

Shut up, I said to Max.

Roscoe! Dad said.

Shut up, PLEASE, I said.

Wait just a minute, Max, Mom said. Did you say your shoe is on the roof?

Theres a good explanation, Max said.

Im sure there is, said Dad. His eyebrow went up again.

That eyebrow gets a lot of exercise.

Me and Roscoe were playing astronaut, Max said.

Maxs shoe was the space shuttle, I added.

I need a ladder, Mom said.


I need more coffee, Dad said.

I need a new brother, I said.

You need a new brain, said Max.

Guys, said Dad. Peace.

Roscoe, Max and your dad and I have work to do on the roof, Mom said. Keep an eye on Hazel for me, sweetie.

Hazel is my little sister. She was busy watching cartoons in the family room.

Mom says educational cartoons are okay.

Especially until shes had her first cup of coffee.

Ill hold the ladder, Dad said to Mom, if you climb.

Dad is afraid of heights. But dont tell anybody. Its a family secret.

Also, please dont tell him he is losing his hair.

Dads can be very sensitive, you know.


Dad, I said. Before you go outside, I think you should know you only have one sock on.

Dad looked down at his foot. Has anyone seen my other sock?

Try the roof, Mom said.

Try Goofys stomach, I said. I think he ate it.

Goofy is our big white dog.

He is very open-minded about his diet.

Dad groaned. Then he went outside with his one bare foot. Followed by Max and Mom.

I checked on Hazel. She was talking to a blue dog on the TV screen.

Goofy was eating her cereal.

I went back to the junk drawer.

I picked up the dont-you-dare glue.

I imagined Mom saying, Roscoe, dont you dare touch the dont-you-dare glue!


I put the glue down.

I imagined my teacher saying, Roscoe, what a wonderful helper you are! Thank you so much for the grown-up glue!

Hazel came into the kitchen. She was wearing a paper crown.

Hazels favorite games are Princess Dress-up, Mud Pie Picnic, and Lets Dress Up Roscoe Like a Princess and Make Him Eat Mud Pies.

h, i, j, k, Ellen Emmo peed, Hazel sang.

She paused. Who is Ellen Emmo? she asked.

Theyll explain all that in kindergarten, I said.

I picked up the glue again.

Hazels eyes got big. Thats the dont-you-dare glue!
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Its for my teacher, I said. Things are always breaking at school. Like yesterday, when I broke the pencil sharpener.

Sometimes I get a little carried away when Im sharpening.


I put the glue in the bag of art supplies. Then I grabbed my Hero Guy backpack.

Hero Guy doesnt have his own TV show or anything.

Mom got him on sale at the mall.

Hey, Roscoe, Max called. Hurry up! The bus is coming! And you gotta come see something!

I took Hazels hand. I looked at the junk drawer one last time.

Maybe I should put the glue back, I thought.

After all, when you call something dont-you-dare glue, theres probably a good reason.

I could hear the bus driver honking.

Oh well, I thought.

It was just a harmless little bitty bottle of glue.

When Hazel and I got outside, I saw a big silver ladder leaning against the house.

Dad was holding it.

Check it out! Max exclaimed. Moms on the roof again!

Excellent, I said.

That is always a good way to start your day.

I yelled good-bye as I ran for the bus stop.

See you at the open house! Dad called.

Just then there was a big gust of wind.

The ladder fell with a crash.

Probably Mom would have yelled goodbye, too.

But she was too busy hanging from the roof.
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The Secret Handshake



When I got to my classroom, my friends Gus and Emma ran over to say hello.

The first thing we did was our Secret Handshake.

Here is how it goes. In case you would like to try it.


        1. Scream each others names.

        2. Wait for the teacher to say, Inside voices, PLEASE!

        3. Do a high five.

        3. Do a low five.

        4. Stick out your tongue.

        5. Get all serious and say, How do you do, Mr. Riley?

[image: image]


Of course, you would not say Riley, probably.

It would be pretty amazing if we had the same last name.

Emma pointed to my elbows. Cool sparkle Band-Aids, Roscoe.

I mostly always have a Band-Aid on me somewhere.

Or a cast. Or a sling.

Mom says to think of it all as a fashion statement.

When I was four, I even had an eye patch.

The eye patch was black. Totally pirate.

Howd you get the Band-Aids? Gus asked.

Racing my Hot Wheels car down the stairs, I said. The Hot Wheels won.

Household accidents are the most common cause of injuries in children, said Emma.

Emma teaches me lots of interesting facts.

She was born in China. Her parents adopted her when she was a baby.

I wish I was born in China. Instead of just Kalamazoo.

Gus teaches me lots of useful things too.

Just last week he showed me how to make armpit farts.

Whats in the bag, Roscoe? Emma asked.

Art stuff for Ms. Diz, I said.

I opened the bag. Gus and Emma peeked inside.

Cool head, Gus said.

Her name was Drusilla, I said. Before I brain-surgeried her.

Super-Mega-Gonzo Glue! Gus said. Whoa. My mom wont let me near that stuff!

Me either, said Emma.

Me either, I said. But I figured Ms.

Diz could use it. For when we break stuff. Lets go show her what I brought.

Ms. Diz was busy stapling butterfly pictures to the bulletin board.

Ms. Diz isnt really her name.

But her real name is hard to say. It uses maybe half of the alphabet.

So she cut off the end for my class.

Maybe when Im a grown-up, Ill be called Mr. Ri for short.

Or not.

I handed Ms. Diz the bag of art supplies. This is for you, I said. Its for the art cupboard. Theres special glue in there. And I even included a free head.

[image: image]

Ms. Diz frowned. What kind of head, Roscoe?

Just a doll head. I smiled so she wouldnt worry.

Since Ms. Diz is new, she gets mixed up sometimes.

I try to help her out whenever I can.

After all, I was a kindergartner last year. So I already know everything there is to know about school.

For example, when Ms. Diz forgot the janitors name, I remembered it was Mr. McGeely.

She had to call him when Gus threw up his ravioli after lunch.

Sometimes Ms. Diz looks pretty pooped by the end of the day.


I hope she doesnt decide to go into another line of work. My kindergarten teacher did that.

It wasnt my fault.

Probably.

Although I think maybe she got a little frustrated when I painted the class hamsters. Green. Because it was Saint Patricks Day.

Hamsters like to look perky for the holidays.

Ms. Diz checked her watch. Class! she said in a loud voice.

Then she put a finger on her lips. That means SHHH.

I know youre all excited about the open house today, said Ms. Diz. Were going to have a dress rehearsal first thing this morning.


Dress rehearsal is when you practice with costumes and stuff.

It doesnt mean you have to wear a dress.

Lets just hope things go a little better than they did yesterday, Ms. Diz said with a laugh. Im sure today well all be on our best behavior.

Poor old brand-new Ms. Diz.

I think maybe she forgot about our high spirits.
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Mess Rehearsal



First, I want all you bees to put on your antennae, said Ms. Diz.

Real bees use their head bobbles to smell and feel things.

But ours were just made of pipe cleaners and Styrofoam balls. With glitter on them.

They were attached to a plastic headband thingie. Shaped like a great big upside-down U.

Last year the third graders used the bobbles for a play about butterflies.

So the headbands were a little stretched out by their gigantic third-grade heads.

When we were ready, Ms. Diz went to the music cupboard.

She handed each drummer two red tapping sticks.

We use the sticks for Music Time. They are our instruments.

Only really I would rather have a drum set.

Or a tuba.

I know how much fun the sticks are, children, said Ms. Diz. But as you may recall, some of you got a little carried away yesterday.


I think maybe she was looking at me.

But I wasnt the only one who got in stick trouble.

Gus was the one who started the pretend sword fight.

I was Not Guilty.

Mostly.

Our rhythm section sits in the chairs, said Ms. Diz. Nice and still.

That was me. And Gus. And Dewan and Maria and Coco.

All the other bees in the back row, said Ms. Diz. Standing up nice and tall.

We got into our places.

Bees and bee drummers.

Bobbles and sticks.

We were ready for action.

Okay, lets sing nice and clear, said Ms. Diz. And no poking with the sticks.


How about swords? Dewan asked.

No swords, said Ms. Diz.

How about death rays? Gus asked.

No death rays, said Ms. Diz. When I count to three, start singing!

Here is how our bee song goes:



Buzzy bees, fuzzy bees,

Look at us fly!

Bees are the best bugs!

You want to know why?

We make our own honey 

and soar in the sky.

Can you do what we do?

We dare you to try!



Great job! said Ms. Diz when we were done. Roscoe, you sound especially wonderful. But we need to hear the other kids too.

Hes blowing out my eardrums, Ms. Diz, Coco complained.

My head bobbles keep falling off! Wyatt said.

Ms. Diz took a deep breath.

I know the antennae dont fit very well, children. Just do the best you can. Lets try the song one more time. This time, let me hear those sticks pounding out the rhythm!

We sang again. I was not so loud this time.

[image: image]

But if you ask me, they were missing out.

Better, said Ms. Diz when we were done.


My bobbles keep falling in my eyes!

Hassan said.

Oh, dear, said Ms. Diz. Maybe we should just forget about the antennae.

But we have to have bobbles! Coco cried. Otherwise how will our parents know were bees?

You make a good point, Coco. Hassan, bring me your antennae, said Ms. Diz. Maybe I can tighten them up a little.

While Ms. Diz worked on Hassans bobbles, Maria started tapping her sticks.

Dewan tapped along.

Gus tapped too.

On my head.
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Children, said Ms. Diz. She was still trying to fix Hassans bobbles. No tapping, please.

We sat and waited. While we sat there, I came up with a new invention.

I put the rhythm sticks in my mouth.

I made them point straight down.

Ta-da! Walrus teeth!

I think when I grow up I may be a famous inventor.

Or else an ice cream truck driver.

Dewan and Gus laughed at my walrus teeth.

Maria put her sticks on her head. She looked just like an alien.
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Even more people laughed.

Gus put his sticks up his nose.

He just looked gross.

Pretty soon we were all tapping and laughing and being walruses and aliens.

Except Gus.

He just kept the sticks in his nose.

Children! said Ms. Diz loudly.

But we couldnt hear her very well.

What with all the tapping and laughing.

Gus held up one of his nose sticks. I challenge you to a duel! he cried.

Yuck, said Coco.

I jumped up on my chair.

So did Gus.

You cant sword-fight sitting down.

We sort of forgot about the no-sword-fighting rule.
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Roscoe!!! Gus!!! Children!!! Ms. Diz held up her hand and put a finger to her lips. Quiet down NOW!

We got very quiet.

Gus and I froze on our chairs.

Ms. Diz pointed to the doorway.

Mr. Goosegarden was standing there.

He is the principal. That is the big boss of the school.

He is mostly nice.

Unless youve been Making Bad Choices.

Then you have to sit in his office and think about your behavior.

When that happens, Mr. Goosegarden wears his I-mean-business face.

And right now, Mr. Goosegarden had on his I-REALLY-mean-business face.
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How to Speak Teacher



Children, said Mr. Goosegarden. I certainly hope you wont disappoint your parents with this kind of rowdy behavior at the open house.

Coco raised her hand.

Roscoe started it, Mr. Goosegarden, she said. He made walrus teeth.

Coco was not really being helpful. If you ask me.

Im sure Roscoe will remember that walrus teeth are not appropriate, said Mr. Goosegarden. And that chairs are for sitting. Not sword fighting.

He winked at me.

Mr. Goosegarden and I go way back.

Sorry, I said. I didnt know there was a no-walrus-teeth rule.

Thats okay, Roscoe, said Mr. Goosegarden. I know you will come through this afternoon.

He smiled at Ms. Diz. Dont worry, he said. The first year of teaching is always the hardest.

Mr. Goosegarden waved good-bye. The door closed behind him.

Ms. Diz sighed.

She looked at the clock on the wall. Its way past time for reading groups. Lets take off the head bobbles. I mean the antennae. Just do the best you can this afternoon.

She sounded sort of worn-out.

I felt bad about the walrus-teeth incident.

Like I said before, kids have so many rules to remember!

There are a gazillion things we are not supposed to do.

Who knew making walrus teeth was one of them?



After we put away the bobbles and sticks, we sat at tables for reading groups.

Reading is fun. But it can be very hard work.

You can get pretty thirsty trying to make those letters into words.

After I read four whole sentences, I went to the water fountain to get a drink.

The fountain is next to the art cupboard.

Just then, Mr. Frisbee came in. He is a kindergarten teacher.

May I borrow some chalk? Mr. Frisbee asked Ms. Diz.

Sure, said Ms. Diz. She opened the art cupboard. I could see the art supplies Id brought.

Including Drucillas head.

And the dont-you-dare glue.

Ms. Diz gave Mr. Frisbee a fresh box of chalk. Here you go, she said.

How was the dress rehearsal? Mr. Frisbee asked.

Ms. Diz whispered something I couldnt hear.

Then she laughed. At this rate, Ill be looking for another job soon!

They both laughed.

But I was pretty sure it was worried laughing.

Maybe you are wondering how I could tell.

After all, teachers can be confusing.

Not as confusing as parents.

But still. Sometimes teachers have trouble expressing themselves.

Fortunately, I have served in preschool and kindergarten already.

Also Mommy and Me Music.

And Gymborama.

And my clay class, Pots for Tots.

So I am happy to explain teacher stuff to you.

Here is my Goof-Proof Roscoe Riley Teacher Translator:
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I told you not to feed glitter to the goldfish.

[image: image]

Really, really SHHHH.

[image: image]

Take the Play-Doh out of your ear this instant!

[image: image]

I quit. Just like the kindergarten teacher.

Its pretty easy to understand teachers. Once you get the hang of it.


Im still working on figuring out how to speak Parent, though.

I thought about what Ms. Diz had said to Mr. Frisbee. At this rate, Ill be looking for another job soon.

What if Mr. Goosegarden fired Ms. Diz? Just because of our rowdy behavior?

That would be awful.

After all, Ms. Diz is a great teacher.

Even if she is just a beginner.

Then I thought about my kindergarten teacher from last year.

The one who changed jobs after I painted the hamsters.

She works at an office now.

With no kids in it.

And no green hamsters.

How boring is that?

I could not let such a horrible thing happen to Ms. Diz.






About the Author

Unlike Roscoe, KATHERINE APPLEGATE has never raced any giant pumpkins. She did, however, try to grow some when she was a kid. She ended up with one puny pumpkin shaped like a Cheez Doodle. Katherine has two kids, one husband, and several pets, and lives in California, where she no longer attempts to raise oversized fruit.

You can visit Katherine Applegate online at www.katherineapplegate.com.

Visit www.AuthorTracker.com for exclusive information on your favorite HarperCollins authors and artists.


About the Publisher

Australia

HarperCollins Publishers Australia Pty. Ltd.

Level 13, 201 Elizabeth Street

Sydney, NSW 2000, Australia

www.harpercollins.com.au

Canada

HarperCollins Canada

2 Bloor Street East - 20th Floor

Toronto, ON M4W 1A8, Canada

www.harpercollins.ca

New Zealand

HarperCollins Publishers New Zealand

Unit D1, 63 Apollo Drive

Rosedale 0632

Auckland, New Zealand

www.harpercollins.co.nz

United Kingdom

HarperCollins Publishers Ltd.

77-85 Fulham Palace Road

London W6 8JB, UK

www.harpercollins.co.uk

United States

HarperCollins Publishers Inc.

195 Broadway

New York, NY 10007

www.harpercollins.com

OEBPS/images/58d.jpg





OEBPS/images/58c.jpg





OEBPS/images/58b.jpg





OEBPS/images/9780062374745_B1_Cover.jpg
ples

Never Glue Your
Friends to Chdirs

atherine Applegqfe

illustrated by BrianBiggs





OEBPS/images/58a.jpg





OEBPS/images/51.jpg





OEBPS/images/49.jpg





OEBPS/images/48.jpg





OEBPS/images/47.jpg





OEBPS/images/39.jpg





OEBPS/images/9780062374745_Cover.jpg
Katherine Applegate

\ES

COMPLETE
COLLECTION






OEBPS/images/25.jpg





OEBPS/images/22.jpg





OEBPS/images/35.jpg





OEBPS/images/31.jpg





OEBPS/images/logo.jpg
HARPER

An Imprint of HarperCollinsPublishers





OEBPS/images/08.jpg





OEBPS/images/14.jpg





OEBPS/images/12.jpg





